LOCUSTS AND WILD HONEY

ago over nearly the same ground, and the contract
to build it given to an enterprising Yankee, who
pocketed a part of the money and has never been
heard of since. The road runs for one hundred
miles through an unbroken wilderness, and opens
up scores of streams and lakes abounding with
trout, into which, until the road-makers fished them,
no white man had ever cast a hook.

It was a good prospect, and we resolved to com-
mit ourselves to the St. John road. The services
of a young fellow whom, by reason of his impracti-
cable French name, we called Joe, were secured, and
after a delay of twenty-four hours we were packed
upon a Canadian buckboard with hard-tack in one
bag and oats in another, and the journey began. It
was Sunday, and we held up our heads more confi-
dently when we got beyond the throng of well-
dressed church-goers. For ten miles we had a good
stone road and rattled along it at a lively pace. In
about half that distance we came to a large brick
church, where we began to see the rural population
or habitans. They came mostly in two-wheeled
vehicles, some of the carts quite fancy, in which
the young fellows rode complacently beside their
girls. The two-wheeler predominates in Canada,
and is of all styles and sizes. After we left th*
stone road, we began to encounter the hills that are
preliminary to the mountains. The farms looked
like the wilder and poorer parts of Maine or New

